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Author's Notes: 

Sawyer is one of my mains I've been writing for years now, along with Webster who has appeared once before 
here in an oc fic request. Gabe and Dee belong to other friends of mine in the totally illegitimate and imaginary 
rock fusion group Hawks ¢ Doves. 


"C'mon please, ¡Fs my birthday?" their coquette company keened, cocking his winsome coily head coyly towards 
John and Keith, "Really! It is!" He pulled out a wallet flashing a driver's license and an infuriatingly charming 
mugshot (Weren't these things supposed to represent what you'd look like dead or mangled after some horrible 
accident? Some people were just infuriatingly photogenic, if anyone needed any further proof life was unfair.) 
"December 3lst! What more proof do you need? | mean, I'm not saying you have to do this for just a random 
fan like me but," he batted his pleading amber eyes again, really laying it on thick- seriously was this kid trying 
to needle a music lesson out of them or trying to get into their pants- "/td be really nice. I'd do anything" 


-There it was. John and Keith looked towards each other simultaneously as if practiced, and knowing them well 
there was a good chance they had, for those camera-ready moments like these and together they matched, 


"Anything?" 


New Years‘ Eve was always a hot ticket, champagne flowing like conversation drowning out the self- 
aggrandizing nugatory promises of ‘self improvement. As many tabloid-worthy celebrities were oiled, loaded, 
and poured into any club that could fit the damages to stir shit while waiting for some balls to drop. Exactly 


like highschool, tumescent pubescent prurience and all. 


Should the crush forget their place here tonight though, Keith graciously invited the role of master of 
ceremonies upon himself need be. He'd donned the fool's motley and jingled about as they mingled with the 
crowd punch lofted high in hand and Judy close in tow. John was already feeling no pain and in high spirits, 
having had enough of this blasted year already, what with a disastrous tour and everything that encompassed. 
The last month alone was enough to take ten years off his life. For the hardest working man in show biz, 


Keith's liver, it probably had. "Good riddance to bad rubbish." 

"Most certainly," Keith cheered in wholehearted agreement, "Out with the old poppycock and in with the new 
poppycock old boy. Never any shortage of the stuff, but as it's our last night for it let's have some more of 
that delicious 1913 vintage." 


"Vinegar more like it," John snuffled into his glass. "What you get for tryin’ to make something out of sour 


grapes." 

"Still better than some of the piss they're serving here." Keith continued unperturbed by any blowback, 

"/ve got a New Year's Restitution for you if you'll take me up on it, we start our own rock 'n roll winery: My 
Fermentation, Burgundy For Miles, A Quick Wine While He's Rosé, Love Champagne O'er Me, Behind Red Wines." 
"Whiskey Man?" 

"Not quite." 


"What do you know about wine?" John tongued his cheek, half-hoping this drunken promise was broken within a 
week like any other pledge to ‘get into shape‘ or ‘stop drinking so much you cow" 


"| know how to drink it. | think I'd consider myself one of the world's leading experts in that." Keith replied 


sanguinely. 

"What about Roger ‘n Pete." 

"What about them? You don't think they could be bothered with a fool's errand like this, they probably 
wouldn't even want their good names smeared on it. You're a grown man, we needn't trouble mummy and 
daddy for their approval. So what do you like best, Italy, France, California?" 


"Hmm, California," John rumbled decisively. 


"Oh really? Not knocking it at all, you just surprised me." 


He smiled amused, "Shocked | can still surprise you." 
"Every day you amaze me Johnny, the novelty doesn't wear off." 


Emboldened, Keith struck out to look for backers for this latest Who venture, stroking a few egos with the 
promise of their names emblazoned across their own special brew til they coughed up the checkbook and he 
moved onto the next target. He oozed contagious enthusiasm like a leaky sore and soon the whole room had 
become infected with it. No one thought twice about shaking hands with a jester, the idea that this was 


perhaps a trick and they'd been the fools all along not even crossing their minds. 


John let them believe what they wanted, nodded where appropriate and gave his bona fide customer 
testimonial to seal the deal on this winery which did not, and for all intents and purposes, would not exist. If 
they were lucky though these people'd forget about this financial commitment as well as everything else this 
evening and they'd just made the easiest paycheque of their lives. If exceptionally unlucky, within a year's time 
there'd be a Keith Moon Winery busy going bankrupt in the Napa Valley high on their own supply. 


Keith clapped his idle hands together, delighted by such devilry. There were only an hour or so left before 
midnight but were making great time and at this rate may indeed manage to cram a few more exceptional 
exploits before the year's end. Not as if they were making up for lost time, but that sense of grand 
accomplishment was intoxicating, the imaginary exigency pushing to beat that deadline. He ruffled the fistfull of 
notes inhaling deeply before fervently shoving them back into his trousers more like a scarecrow than a strip 
dancer at the end of the night. "That went positively smashing dear, | think congratulations are in order." 


"| think you're plenty smashed already," John argued noting the night was still young and such advisories would 
ultimately have no effect on them. 


"No no, I'm craving other sins of the flesh-" he licked his lips salaciously pulling at his companion's costume. 


If you try and start a Keith Moon trademark brothel I'm going to invoke Mother Hen and have him bring the 


whole whorehouse crashing down upon your head." 


"What about just one? Haven't | earned that?" he pouted, "It doesn't have to be a whole thing, just a little 
treat. For you and me. We can split ‘er down the middle." 


John surveyed the bevy of bodies well lit in the dark club, looking for some pretty thing worthy of Solomon 
He'd singled out a honeyed boy by the bar who may be receptive. He had to be an aspiring model if not simply 
visibly flaming- like if Dolly Parton played a linebacker for the Chargers. "How ‘bout her?" he gestured, "Looks 


like more than enough to share." 


Keith's eyes were always bigger than his stomach and devoured this tasty offering on sight, "Oh yes, let's take 
her to go. I'll get the forks." 


The Apocalypse Room was full to bursting New Year's Eve, crowds spilling onto the roof and sidewalks like a 
bartender who didn't hear you say when and kept pouring out of spite. Most of them were already overserved, 
spilling themselves out on the floor then gluttonously getting up again for more. Dee hadn't known every B 
through D lister and their mother would be out tonight when she'd invited Sawyer and Webster to have a little 
get-together after work So she ended up being called to fill in for second shift under promise of time and a 
half and big tips (Sorry Saw you know the rules how bout | blow you during band practice and we'll call it 
even‘ ‘One of these days I'll stop taking that excuse: ‘Yeah and one of these days pigs will fly out my arse:) 
and Webster quickly left with Gabe after seeing the nauseating crush that awaited them. Sawyer stayed after 
they all left, not knowing what to do now, but he didn't plan on spending his birthday alone. 


John sidled up to the bar molding so perfectly believers would cite it as an example of grand design while 


evolutionists debated the adaptive benefits of such a trait. "Mind if me 'n my friend buy you a drink?" 


"Yes," Keith folded his arms on the counter flanking the boy, "We've personally just come into a lot of money 
and must spend it immediately and profligately before it burns right through our pockets." 


Sawyer was caught off-guard, not so much by the magnanimous munificence of a pair of gentleman callers 
but he'd recognized them before he could get the words out and tripped over his tongue like a blushing 
schoolgirl. "Oh my gosh- yes, thank you," he pushed the peroxide curls from his face struggling not to start 
gushing about how big of a fan he was and how he definitely stole the riff to Real Me for one of their own 
songs and oh my god teach me everything you know. 


"Pinot noir," John ordered for him. 

"He'll have a bourbon and coke," Keith insisted. 

Two drinks showed up and sat between them. "You're Keith Moon and John Entwistle!” Sawyer sputtered 
obviously forgetting the drinks, a strong New Orleans patois coming through his voice. "You're, you guys are 
like my heroes! | picked up bass cos of you- I'm in a band wit my brother, Hawks € Doves, he plays drums. Oh 
my god he'd be so jealous!” He babbled somewhat endearingly. Internally he panicked realizing he'd just pissed 
away his only chance of being cool. Well as cool as one could be compared to the biggest band in the world. 


Way to blow it Saw now they must think youre a real drip. 


"They say never to meet your heroes. Actually, I'm John Entwistle and he's Keith Moon," John toyed with him. 
"And who might you be?" 


"Sawyer, Sawyer Falconer," he smiled bashfully, "Do you- do you think | could get some pointers?" 


And strike two. 


John and Keith took their party elsewhere, some private room that didn't trigger their tinnitus, having 


negotiated a fair contract with their fawning bacchanal. Sawyer offered his house, which wasn't far from here, 


but upon arriving at their hotel, he'd realized his folly, the room was easily twice as big as the tiny apartment 
he'd shared with his brother- there was a good chance he was there right now with Gabe actually. Wouldn't 
that be something, running into them, although Gabriel didn't seem like the type for orgies. Most nights after a 
show he'd sneak off to his room for some sudoku, which Sawyer learned was not some obscure Japanese sex 


act but crosswords. 


Sawyer tried not to stare like some dumb rube who'd never seen color tvs and indoor plumbing before, two 
things the roach motels the band sloughed into when the weather was too shit to sleep in the van couldn't 
always promise. He sat down on the edge of the bed while Keith helped himself to one of the bottles in the 
fridge only people with more money than god dared touch and tore the cork out with his teeth, spitting it 
across the thick carpet. Despite the resemblance to Fortunado he expected more dicking than bricking, though 
that wouldn't be the worst thing they'd done to a hotel room. 


They'd not made him sign any waivers or made any threats about ‘if anything ever gets out about this we'll 
summon a legion of lawyers from the depths of hell to reign fire on your ass‘, and freely confirmed his old 
suspicions (Webster owed him $5). John stubbed out his cigarette on the side table and wrested Keith onto 
the bed with him, mattress protesting loudly. He knocked Keith's paws away from his belt muttering, "Not yet," 
and redirected the other's lascivious attentions towards their guest. "Come here dear boy," he patted his lap 
and placed Sawyer's tan hands on his crotch, kneading him while he preoccupied himself with the wine. 


Several species of splotches already spotted the covers and a damp patch rose from his trousers. Sawyer 
closed his hand around Keith's cock, feeling uncharacteristically shy about such boldness, but John looked on 
approvingly, his own powerful fingers idling along his thigh admiring. He'd fantasized about scenarios like this, 
sneaking into shows and letting rockstars have their way with him, but the likelihood of any of that ever 
happening had been statistically... ill advised Show's what statistics knew, here he was en flagrante with half 
the Who and thousands of nubile young women nowhere to be seen! "Alright, push away from the table," John 
intervened deciding Keith needed to slow his roll before he spoiled his appetite. 


The bigger man hovered over Sawyer, pinning his lithe body between his hands and knees and kissing his 


whiskers along his neck to his jaw whispering, "You're mine." 


He felt his skin prickle with excitement, that sense of accomplishment you get as a groupie, to not just desire 
some idol, but to be desired However briefly, you got that connection that played out in daytime fantasies of 
sexual abandon. John prowled along his body as another pair of hands found purchase on his clothes, eagerly 
tugging them away ignorant of Who called dibs on Who. Getting the trousers off was tricky, with John in the 
way, that big lummox. He'd had his hard on right up on in there cock-blocking Keith's progress. Now Keith 
however was an industrious creative sort who never let such minor obstacles get in his way, yanked his own 


pants down and bit John in the ass. 
"The fuck was that!?" John spun around grabbing his cheek. 


"You're ignoring me you hog lip," Keith sneered, tearing at his clothing still, "Enough pussyfooting we haven't got 


all year. 


John gave him a good kick, spilling him off the edge of the bed with a clatter of bells and the clunk of the wine 
bottle. "I just bought those." 


"Well buy yourself another pair, Happy belated Christmas. You're keeping Harrod's in business with your shoe 
closet alone. | say it's not healthy for one to spend that much time in the closet" Keith removed the offending 
boot with a pop, stumbling backwards onto the carpets. "How many- shoes, does one man need. You've only got 


the two feet." 


This earned Moonie another kick in the head. With a grumble, John took to Sawyer, his muscular bare chest 
rising and falling with his breath, otherwise a watchful, silent passenger. He was here to get ‘a lesson’ afterall, 
shouldn't he be taking notes or something? He'd just have to commit it to memory as John proceeded to show 
his student his fingering technique. It would make sense that their percussionist looked to beat him off. Now if 
they managed to keep time that'd be a real trick worth studying further, but tis the nature of the drummer 
to speed up lest kept on a short leash. 


He swore he was teetering on strike three whilst cajoling his host to perhaps be kind enough to use a condom 
and lubricant and a bit of patience, not that he was some blushing virgin, but just because this was his hero, 
didn't mean he was going to sacrifice standards. Despite the fog of alcohol that pervaded the room, Sawyer 
was still far too sober for getting sloppy. And John was big ($5 from Gabe). There was a soft gasp and then a 
flash of heat, sinking into that contact, feeling almost delicate between the burly man and a boy's fantasy. 


The jester having been perched at the end of the throne saw his lord taken with subject and took this 
opportunity to strike, too preoccupied to stave him off. He descended on the groupie's groin like a pack of 
vultures, at first delighted then daunted. Well, if he was going to die, then at least it would be memorable. 
There was a tiny tattoo just below his hipbone of two birds, ready to judge him. Sawyer opened his mouth in 
reply, reaching to grab Keith's head, but was stopped halfway admonishingly, "Ah ah ah. The Hat. Stays On! 


Sawyer lazed about leonine in the bed, hazily watching the fireworks shooting off in the distance from the 
balcony window. Keith and John had left after finishing their backroom business to rejoin the party downstairs 
in time for toasts (He never did get that bass lesson, not that he wasn't fervently taking notes. But there was 
always next time, he'd leave his number on the beside table, should they ever make a booty call). When he 
rolled over in bed, several pieces of paper stuck to him oddly. Receipts? Oh, checks, checks for a lot of money, 
now that's another story. They hadn't left them with him on purpose certainly, but he'd happily take it as 
payment for a consummate performance, the two of them could appreciate that sentiment. Served a sucker 


for sending a blank check, a fool and his money soon went separate ways. 


As the afterglow faded, he gathered his things, stuffing his prize into his pants. And should they take offense 
to him taking a little off the top, well it gave him all the more reason to see them again for a lucky third 
strike. Lifting the bottle from the floor and making for the door, Sawyer faintly heard the shouting of drunken 


revellers counting down somewhere: the clink of glasses, laughter, terrible singing, and jingling all the way. 


